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Author's Notes: 

Just a quickly written thing in honour (or dishonour, | guess with the contents of this fic) of Fausts birthday. 
| think this is the first time | explicitly make Øystein Gaystein and definitely the first time | avoid using any 
homophobic slurs (| have a 'faggot-count' because of the frequency the word crops up in my stories). You 
might all be wondering, "Lydia, will you ever get sick of posting Lillehammer-murder related Bard stories?" The 
answer is, | will be writing it as long as l'm interested in the psychology of murderers and as long as Faust is 
still a murderer. Hopefully this thing is still interesting. It should be set in early ‘13, a few months after the 
incident happened. Someday I'd like to explore the topic in depth but for the time being | write questionable 


oneshots. 


Most days it doesn't bother him. Bard's young, dumb and has a new crush every other weekend. Two weekends 
ago it was this pretty blonde who works at his favourite comic book store, this weekend? It's him. 


He can tell by the way Bard's fingers shake as he's handing over the paperwork, or by the way he looks at 
him behind his hair. Bard is a beautiful man. Tall, full-lipped, and brown haired. He's a talented drummer too, 
and has a boy-ish sensuality so difficult to replicate when not natural. But he's also only eighteen, and he's also 


a goddamn murderer. 


"Lets go out tonight, Oystein!" He chirps happily as he barges into Bystein's office. He thinks he has the right 
to do this after six years of friendship. Little does Bard know there are people who've had ten, fifteen years 
worth of friendship with Øystein but haven't even been allowed in his home. But this is Bard Eithun, if he 


doesn't get his way, he'll cut one with a cute smile. 


"No" Øystein shoots down instantly. Like hell he's going to go out with Bard. Not only is Bard a wanted man, but 
he's also absolutely fucking insane. He's fun to watch with his friends, boys his age, lose at drinking contests 
and vomit in the bushes, but with Øystein he's... disarming 


"I have work to do, Faust. Just let me finish it." He says, choosing not to look when Bard stretches up to push 
something aside on the shelf, his Venom shirt rising up. Unlike his friends, Bard's middle is not muscular, or 
flat. He doesn't concern himself too much with what he eats, or how many sit-ups he does in the morning. One 
could say he's confident about himself, but Øystein knows it's because Bard thinks his face is nice enough to 
compensate. And he does. No wonder that Magne guy didn't know any better but follow the teenage boy with 
the million dollar smile and doe eyes into the cold, dark forest. Isn't there a mythological creature like this? A 


siren? 

He bites, licks and sucks his lips purposely, reaching over to click a pen open on Dystein's cheek 

"Bard, Øystein. Call me Bard" He says, putting his palm down over the paper work. 

"We go by alias around here." Reminds Øystein, like Bard is new to this scene. His nails are painted black, clearly 
a trend he's picked up from his bandmates. It's glossy, but unevenly done, he painted his cuticles by accident 


too. 


"We can go by first names in private, can't we?" Bard tilts his head, sending a waterfall of naturally, glossy, 
thick, brown hair over his shoulder. He rakes it back, and Øystein wonders if this is Bard's idea of seduction. 


"No." Øystein responds flatly, and Bard rolls his eyes. 

"Don't you have that girl from the comic book store, Tara? Lara? Whatever her name is.. go out with her." He 
steals away his paper before Bard can cover it again, shoving it down a folder as he reaches out for his mug 
of lukewarm tea 

Bard pushes it towards him, and he mumbles a small thank you. 


‘Ive forgotten all about her already." Bard says bluntly. 


"Ah, night. There's a new one every month or so. Its no wonder all your friends have girlfriends but you're 


sitting in your aunt's house on Friday nights." Øystein digs, much to Bard's amusement, 


"Maybe it's not because l'm slutty, but because l'm pedantic." 
"How do you even know the meaning of the word ‘pendantic'?" He snorts. 


"| listened in class. l'm a good boy." Jokes Bard, and Øystein is reminded of the way he brags to his friends 
about ending a life, 


‘And | was lke," Bard gestures everyone to stop what theyre doing, before he strokes the ends of his hair, "but 
you're already smoking a cigarette, sir- and the fucker just asks me what a boy like me is doing in a place lke 
this!" He laughs throatily and so do his buddies. Clearly Magne Andreassen didn’t know a thing about who he was 
messing with He hoped for an angel but he got the devil instead. 'I tell him Im a good little boy, but that I can be 


reaaaal bad if he wants me to be." 


‘Dida at least suck his dick before ya killed him?" Tomas asks, wiggling his eyebrows, and Dystein didn't know he 


wanted to punch first. Bard or Tomas 

"Right, and I'm guessing you can be reaaaal bad too." Øystein remarks dryly. 

"Don't tell me you're pissed. You've been going around telling people how cool | am." Bard rolls his eyes. 
Correction, no, Euronymous used Fausts murdering ways as a way to generate more mystique for Helvete but 


never did Øystein say anywhere that he was fond of Bard murdering somebody in cold blood. Or that he 
thought it was ‘cool 


‘Did he try to rape you or something? Should | drive down to Lillehammer? HI pick you up right now if you need 
me fto." Øystein said after the dreaded phone call came. It was about four hours after the fact of the matter, and 
the realization only seemed to dawn on Bard then He spoke with gasping breaths, 


‘No..No.he didnt rape me or anything | just- | just dont know what came over me. One minute we're walking and 


the next he's dead" 
"Were you watching or listening fo something that could inspire you to do this?" 


"l had Hellhammer on my Walkman," Bard said, "but that dont make me wama kill anyone anymore than I usually 
do." Dystein heard Bard sigh, 


"F you could come down to Lillehammer right now..thatd actually be great. | wanna get out of here. Im thinking of 
Just going to the cops and turning myself in fo be honest." 


‘Don't. Stay put, Hi be down there in two hours, three tops" 


He makes it in one and a half, finding Bard standing there in an alleyway. He had his hoodie in hand, kicking along 


cobblestone streets as he smoked a cigarette. 


‘Dystein, my man" 
"Get in, Bard Quick." He hissed, not in the mood for pleasantries. "And dont smoke in my car." 


Shaking his head, Bard dropped the cigarette and ground it between the bricks of the roads, climbing in. He still had 
dried blood crusting on his chin and hair. 


‘Stil got my knife." Bard said, brandishing it up as he sat in the passenger seat. 


‘Good Now shut up and tell no one this happened." Dystein said as he drove out of Lillehammer as fast as he 
could This tme he didnt rush, now that he had Bard. 


‘Go sleep in the backseat if you need to. | gotta stop for gas and coffee anyway." He told Bard, driving along the 
Eb 


"Yeah. Kay." He yawned, unbuttoning his seatbelt and he climbed over the cup holders. Bystein swallowed thickly, 
trying not to watch Bard's ass in the rearview mirror. Bard tucked his bloodied hoodie and switchblade beneath the 


driver's seat, bending his arm beneath his head to use as a pillow. 


Dystein stopped at the nearest gas station, buying a cup of coffee and a granola bar for himself, and a small bag 
of goldfish crackers for Bard 


He opened the door, watching Bard jump slightly. 
"Thought you were the fuckin police there.." he mumbled, as Dystein passed him his leather jacket and crackers. 
‘ noticed you shivering Here." He said, "Cause Im not turning down the A/C." 


"Thanks..yourre a good guy, Bystein A real fuckin’ good guy." Bard mumbled, filling the air with his sleepy chewing 


noises. 

In the present, Øystein says, 

I'm not pissed ‘cause of that, I'm pissed ‘cause | wanna do my work but you aren't letting me." 

"You ain't any fun. C'mon Øystein, it's Friday night" Bard sighs, 

"We'll go out together some other time. Just leave me alone." Øystein says firmly, as Bard rolls his eyes, 
"Fine." and walks out of the office. Finally. He's gone. It's hard to concentrate when he's around. Øystein reads 
through more documents, walks over to make more tea, flips the Helvete sign to closed, and reads another few 


pages before he decides he's done for the week. Putting on his coat, Øystein decides Coke and Kebabs it is as 


he makes his way down his favourite fast food place. The people recognize him instantly because not only is 


Øystein there at least twice a week, but also because he's a recognizable bloke. They know is order by heart 
so all he needs is to pay the man and sit back and relax. 


He opens his Coke on the can opener stuck to the wall, taking a sip as the cashier hands him his food. 
"Thank you." He says, and leaves the starkly lit restaurant. 

"Øystein! Hey! Øystein!" 

"What are you doing here?" Øystein sighs, already unwrapping his sandwich as Bard jogs up to him. 

"Got bored, decided to go clubbing on my own. Turns out that's not all that fun so | stalked you here. 
Taa~daaah!" He says cheerily with the accompanying motion Øystein is about to tell him off once and for all 


for pestering him like this but it looks like Bard really did go out with the intention of dancing. 


"That's pathetic." 


"| know!" Bard nods. He's in an outfit ripped straight off from his more theatric bandmates. Leather pants, 
leather jacket, jewelry. What the hell was he thinking? 


"Are you wearing makeup?" Øystein squints, stuffing his mouth with meat to keep his jaw from dropping. 
"Eyeliner." He says proudly, "Does it look good?" 


"| guess..2" Øystein trails off. It's all thick and smudgy, making Bard's brown eyes look.well, still brown. Øystein 
doesn't think he's ever seen Bard try this fucking hard. 


"I hope you don't expect to convince me to go out partying with you." Øystein says, already walking away but 
completely expecting Bard to go after him. 


| was hoping we could hang out~" Bard sang, and Øystein wanted to shut it down, 
"But why?" 


"Its Friday night, I'm bored, and we're friends!" If he amuses the kid for a little bit, then he'll let off Bystein's 


case. Rolling his eyes, Øystein says, 
"Fine. Just don't make a mess." 
Score!" Øystein can hear Bard utter, and hopes he doesn't try to seduce him or something like this. 


Unfortunately, that seems to be exactly what Bard intends because he decides he needs a shower, and twenty 


minutes later shouts out, 


"Øysteiiiinl | need a toweeeeellll" 


He stuck his hand through the door, waiting for Bard to come and take the towel. He doesn't and Bard 


obviously expects him to come in. Of course. 

With a heaving sigh, he comes in and finds Bard sitting on the ledge, buck naked with only his wrists keeping his 
modesty. He looks like a hopeful puppy, half-washed eyeliner giving him the air of someone who's just been 
fucked hard This has gone way too far. 


"Bard, | know what you're trying to do, and | want you to stop it right this moment." He demands and, perhaps 
by Freudian slip, never actually gives Bard the towel. 


The hopeful look slowly sullies as Bard pouts, "That obvious?" 

"I've lived longer than you. | know what a crappy attempt at flirting looks like." 

"They said you were gay" Bard sighs, "it was a rumour but." 

"| am gay." Øystein nods, "But so what? Doesn't mean | want to date you. You've got a new gil ever week." 


"Maybe l'm bisexual." Bard defends, crossing his arms before he realizes his dick is on display. Blushing, he 
quickly covers it up and Øystein smirks to himself. Bard's not as slick as he thinks he is. 


"Maybe you're compensating for something. I'm too old for you" 

"You're twenty four!" Argues Bard 

"And you're eghteen years old" Bystein shakes his head. 

"You're only a boy, what's more is that I've known you since you were a kid" 

"Im almost nineteen.in a few months lil be nineteen." Bård says weakly. 

"I-Ie killed someone-" 

"That doesn't make you a man, Bard" Øystein says firmly and watches as Bard rises, 


"If you think you can do that thing boys your age do where they push a girl into a wall and kiss her, thinking 


itll change her mind then don't bother with me ‘cause-" 


He cuts Øystein off by wrapping his arms around his shoulder and resting his cheek against the top of his 


scalp. 


"This is enough for me." He whispers, and Øystein can feel the way Bard's heart throbs in his chest. 
"You know, you killed a gay man, Bard. How do you think | feel?" 
"| wouldn't kill you." 


Sighing dismissively, Øystein hugs Bard back before telling him to dry off, and fetching him more comfortable 
clothes. He's convinced he's told Bard the right thing. He's not irresistible. He's very resistible, see? 


Øystein knows that his relationships will always be a dirty little secret, that this piece of his identity must be 
kept hidden for the greater good of his life. He doesn't want to get too deep with somebody like Bard. 


He lies down over the couch and continues drinking his Coke, watching as Bard comes out of the bathroom. He's 
made sure to brew the young drummer a cup of peppermint tea, putting him in his most ridiculous t shirt. 
Øystein watches warily as Bard walks over and lies down next to him on the couch, curling up into his chest. 


"Bard." 


"Will you kiss me? Please? | promise to never ask you to do it again" Chivalry. Huh. He considers it for a good 


moment, before deciding to stick to his resolution 

"No." 

"Please? Don't you think I'm good looking?" 

"| do." 

"Don't you also think of me when I'm not around?" 

"yes" He admits. 

"Then why not?" 

"Because you'll realize later in life that there's more to love than jumping in bed with someone you find 
attractive, and that sometimes the person you want to be with isn't the person you should be with." Øystein 


think back to long months spent in an isolated cabin in rural Norway and nods to himself, 


"You're eighteen, I'm twenty four, and you work for me, whether we were friends before that or not. You may 


not realize it now but there's an unfair power dymanic between us." 


"So what? Abuse it! | want you to take advantage of me! Aren't you supposed to be evil, Øystein?" Bard hisses, 
looking up at him with confused and hurt eyes. Clearly he's not used to being told no in his life. 


| don't want to." He shrugs. "Its nothing against you." 

Bard buries his face in Oystein's chest. 

"Will you ever kiss me?" 

He sighs, 

"When you turn twenty, if you still want to kiss me, I'll kiss you." 
"Do you want to kiss me?" 

"Of course | do." 

Bard whines and nuzzles his face deeper. 

"Then I'll wait." 


"Good. Patience is a virtue. In two weeks from now you'll want the girl that works at the movie theatre." He 


chuckles darkly. 


"| won't.l didn't even like the girl at the comic book store all that much.she just liked me. I've always.kind 


of liked you." he says slowly, and Øystein can feel the nervousness in his words. 
He pats Bards back, unable to say anything more. 
Most days it doesn't bother Øystein all that much. All of Bard's shortcomings, and all of his failures as a 


human being. Typically it doesn't even bother him that Bard is falling for him, but sometimes it does bother 
Øystein because if he's being honest with himself? He's falling for Bard too. 


